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Notches on 

The Stick 

We have written of the palmy time for 

pretry with Coleridge, Fain would we 

linger amid such scenes, with such mem- 

ories, but we cannot be detained when 

other themes invite us. We had hoped to 

do more thin glanca at the poet's sojourn 

in Malta, with Sir. John Stoddart; his in- 

tercourse with Allston, the American pain- 

ter-poet and with Tieck, the German poet, 

at Rome in 1805. He was warned that 

Buonaparte’ had issued a warrant for his 

arrest : when hastening to Leghorn, with a 

passport furnished to him by the Pope, he 

put to sea in an American vyssel. Ilaving 

been ctased at sea by a Fieach cruiser, 

the captain in alarm compslled Coleridge 

to throw all his papers overboard, includiag 

a'l the fraits of his literary labors then in 

his posse sio1. It wou'd be p'ea ant #130 to 

tarry with him at Grasmere, in the com- 

pny of Wordsworth ; to dwell particularly 

upon the publication of *“ The Friend, with 

other notable but less characteristic inci- 

dents of his life. We can allude merely to 

DD Quincey's ske‘ch of him, wien he 

sought the poet at Bridgwater, where he 

was, ‘tor a time bling, domesticated with 

¢ a most amiable and enlightened family, 

descendants of Chubb, the philosophic 

writer.” Coleridge bad thy cuckoo’s 

propensity for taking another bird's nest 

for his own ; but we do not find but he was 

received and entertained with all due 

cour'esy, reverence ; and in the case of the 

Gillmans, with long continued kindness. 

DeQuincey has not always spoken so cour- 

teously of Coleridge ; indeed he had great 

skill in drawing disagreeable poriraits of 

his contempories, and, for so wise a man, 

committed a great deal ot that sort of 

folly, —which, ia the end, cost him his 

friendships, Witness ths followiag para- 

graphs, among his most graphic: — 

«In Bridgewater I noticel a gateway, 

standing under which was a man corre- 

sponding to the description given ms of 

Coleridge, whom I ¢hall presently describe. 

In height he seemed to be five feet eight 

inches ; in reality he was about an inch and 

a half taller, though, in the latter part of 

life, from a lateral curvatura in the spine, 

he shortened gradually from two to three 

inches. His person was brod and full, and 

tended even to corpulence ; his comp'exion 

was fai-, though not what painters techni- 

cally style fair, because it was associated 

with black hair; his eyes were la-ge and 

soft in their expression; and it was by a 

peculiar appearance of haz3 or dimness 

which mixad with their light, that I rccog- 

nized my object. This was Coleridge. I 

examined him ateadily for a moment or 

more, and it strack me that he neither 
saw 

myself, nor any o‘her object in the stroet. 

He was in deep reverie; for Ibad die- 

mounted, made two or three trifling ar- 

rangements at the inn door, and advanced 

close to bim, before be scemcd apparently 

conscious of my presence. The sound of 

mv voice announci)g my name first 

awoke bim. He stared, and for a moment 

seemed at a loss to understynd my 
purpose 

or bis o#n situation, for he repeated 
rapid- 

ly a number of words which had no 
rela- 

tion to either of us. There was no mau
viise 

honte in his manner, but simple perpl
exity 

and an apparent cifficulty in recovering 
his 

position amongst daylight realities. This 

little scene over, he receivel me with a 

kindness of manner so marked that 
it might 

be called gracious.” 

Thus the ‘Opium Eater” describes his 

brother suff:rer. We have not spoken in 

particular, hitherto, of this hab
it by which 

this master mind was crippled and
 bandi- 

capped ; but Coleridge came a3 th
orou zhly 

as De Quincy under its dominion, an
d by 

the magnificent prose of the one, we may 

understand something of the suffsrin
g and 

bondage of either. Coleridge had co
ntract: 

ed the passion for this drug by its use to 

allay the pains of rheumatiem ; and 
insidi- 

ously, it bal acquired such an asce
ndancy 

as to make him help'ess and miterable. 

For medical treatment he, in 1816, put 

himself into the hands of Mr. Gil
lman, the 

surgeon at Highgate; and that the good 

Dr. “might exercise a salu‘ay restraint 

upon him,” he went to reside under his 

roof. This was the beginnirg of a mutual 

affection, like that between Cowper ani 

the Unwias, and Coleridge was never p
er- 

mitted to depart, but continued as their 

guest for eighteen years,—or util his 

death, in 1834. Here, like a batterad, 

gtorm-worn vessel, that bad long drifted 

hopelessly on many seas, he put into the 

quiet sheltered port, out of which he ven- 

tured no mor 

chapter on the Sage of Highgate, in the 

«Life of John Stirling,” pictures fi
nely the 

scenes of his closing life: ‘Coleridge sat 

on the brow of Higbgate Hill, in those 

years, looking down on London an
i its 

smoke-tumult, like a sage escap3
d from the 

e. Carlyle in that remarkable | 

inanity of life's battle; attracting toward 

him the thoughts of innumerable brave 

souls still engaged there. . . The Gillmans 

did not encourag: much company, or ex- 

citation of any sort, round their sage; 

nevertheless access to bim it a youth did 

reverently wish it was not difficult. He 

would stroll about the pleasant gardea 

with you, sit in the pleasant rooms 

of the place,—perhaps take you to 

bis own peculiar room, h'gh up, witha 

rearward view, which was the chief view 

of all. A really gharming outlook, in fine 

weather. Close at band, wide sweep of 
fl swery, leafy gardens, their few houses 

mostly hidden, the very chimney-pots veil- 

ed under blossomy umbrage, flowed glor- 

iously down hill ; gloriously issuing in wide- 

tutted undulating plain-country, rich in all 

charm® of fizld and town. Waving bloom- 

ing country of tha brightest green; dotted 

all over with handsom: villas, handsome 

groves, crosse 1 by roads and human tra- 

fli :, here inaudible or heard oaly as a mus- 

ical hum: and behind all swim, under 

olive tinted haz, the illimitable limi‘ary 

ocean of London, with its domes and 

steeples definite in the sun, big St. Paul's 

and ths miny m>mories attached to it 
banging high over all. Nowhere, of its 

kind, could you see a grander prospect on 

a bright summer day, with the set of the 

air going southward,—southward, and so 
draping with the city smoke, not you, but 

the city. Iere would Coleridge talk, 
conzeraing all conceivable or inconczivable 

things ; and liked nothing better thanto 

have an intelligent, or failing that, evea a 
silent and patient, human listener. He 

d stinguished himself to all that evar heard 

him as atleast ths most surprising talker 

extant in this world,—and to som) small 

minority, by no means to all, as the most 

excellent.’ 

Ah, noble exercise | —from the time when 

the chairs of Jonson, and of Dryden were 

hovered about by the wits of their time; 

till that of this more marvellous discourser, 

around whom S-erling, Maurice, Carlyle 
and others of that brilliant host, gathered, 

as to thair master! How pitiful that there 

was no Boswell and that all remainiag to 

us should be the fragmants of ‘Table 

Talk,’—those dislocated fragments, mere 

meteorites of the vanished world of his 
thought. Most marvellous must have been 

that discourse, in which, even the per- 

versity of Carlyle allows there were ‘glor- 

ious islets’ rising ‘out of the haz:’.... 

balmy sunny islets, in that ocean of mon- 

olgue, with its ‘inextricable currents and 

regurgitations. These were passages when 

all would ‘hang breathless upon the elo- 
quent words. ...eleoquent artistically ex- 

pressive words you always had; piercing 

radiances cf a most subtle insight came at 

intervals ; tones of pious sympathy recoz- 

nisable as pijus, were never wanting long.’ 

And yet, it was a fatal facility of speech 

Coleridge had. We could wish that the 

fountain of his wonderful thought had been 

choked at its vocal utterance,—that he 

had stuttered, like L.amb,—so all that val- 

uz might not have been squindered into 

evanesc:nse. If he had only systematiz:d 

and condensed, and had loved the pen, as 

he did musing discourse, what might we 

not have had,—with suc ambitious plans 

and such glorious ideas !| 
We feel that Carlyle has not done justice 

to Coleridge ; but it is too much to expect 

that this burly Scotch worker, with his 
concrete mind, and contempt for human 

weikness, shoull approach this dreamer 

ot dreams, ani indo’eat man of infirm will 

and mi!d dissipations,—as he regarded him 

—Yet we now know that Carlyls needs 

not less of human charity than did the man 

he satiriz_d without prejudice. 
* * * 

Among fall books announced by Hough- 

ton Mifil n, & Co , arethe collected poems 

of E1imund Clarence S edman, writtea dur- 

ing the past tweaty years. This cannot fail 

to be a walcome ay well as substantial addi- 

tion to Amorican literature. The ‘Emerson- 

We tell your doctor all 

there is in Scott’s Emulsion, 

just how much cod liver oil, 
hypophosphites, glycerine. 
But we do not tell him how 

these are combined. You 

have your secrets; this 1s 

ours. This knack of mak- 

ing the very best thing has 

come to us from years of ex- 

perience with just one thing. 

We make only Scott’s Emul- 

sion—all our energy is bent 

on making that better than 

any other emulsion in the 

world. We have no other 

business thought. Is it any 

wonder that itisthestandard? 

Sterling Lecter,” will also attract the at- 

tention of the lover of choice books, re- 

viving as they do, the memory of two pure 

miaded and nobly gifted men. The Bi 

ography of Tennyson, by his son, and the 

Letters of Mrs. Browning,ar2 also notable 

books. 
* »* * 

Hall Caina’s recent masterpiec?, “The 

Christin,” is “waking snakes,” especially 
in England. Caine has, to use a figure of 

Holmes, turned over a stone with his 

foot, and all the wriggling things that love 

earth and darkness, are greatly disturbed. 

It is a pity that he his not made his bcok 

more complete by giving us a correct 

picture of what a real Christian really is. 

or ought to be. A reviewof the book by 

Mr. Wiliam B. Chisholm, in the N. Y. 

Home Journal, drew from Cine the fol 

lowing response: 
Greeba Castle, Isle of Man, 

Oct. 7. 

My Dear Sir,—Thank you heartily for 

the article in tha hom» Journal. It cannot 

be my personal gratification alone which 

makes me think it good. At a moment 

when I am suff:ring from a good deal of 

misinterpretation—both] unconscious and 

wilful —it is pleasant to me:t withsuch 

excellent appreciation. With kind regards, 

Harn Caine, 
» * * 

Our friend, Mec. Will B. Tomlinson of 

the Hillsboro Ohio, News Heral1, writes 

us of a visit to his town recently made by 

Wallace Bruce: ‘Well, we had Bruce 

bere,—a glorious fellow .... Our great 

regret was that Le could only stay from 4 

p. m. until 7 the next morniog. Thisjgave 

us no opportunity to show him the beau- 

ties of our cave region. ... Our people 

wera delighted with his lecture on Robert 

Buras * Mr. Tomlinson is himself a popu- 

lar lecturer, and highly skilled witn pen 

and tongue. Oae bas but to look at his 

countenance to be assured of an open soul 

full of bonhomme, and many who have 

heard him discourse on ‘Freaks, Fools 

and Facts,” assure us what we can well be- 

lieve, that it abounds in wit and wisdom, 

and is atonce a repertory of humor, of 

fancy and of eloquence. Pastor FeLix. 

HIS LAST EFFORT. 

Elijah was Careless and Fully Realized his | 

ERIE Fatllng. 3IT8 7 AD 

Mes. Fidelia Crowell foften remarked 

she did no suppose there was another man 

in the country so cireless as her husband, 

Elijah. This opinion was shared by the 

neighbors, who rem3mbered numerous in- 

stances of Elijih's carelessness. But there 

‘was one occasion when Mr Crowell prov- 

ed that be could be as thoughttul as any- 

body, and Mrs. Crowell greatly enjoyed 

telling about it. 

‘We never moved bu! once,” she wonld 

begin, ‘and I may say we have never got 

really settled, aithough it's over twerty 

years ago. 

‘My sister Klizibeth was a real good 

hand to pack, and she came over and took 

right hold. She packed all our clothes and 

most of the dishes; and it was going on 

two years before 1 dared lilt up a towel 

out of a trunk without using both hands, 

not knowing but Elizabeth might bave 

placed a tea plate in it. 

‘] had six of Grandmother Crowell’s 

china cups. © course I set considerable 

by them, and I packed them myself, jast 

as careful as I could. Eiijih ssw me, and 

he noticed I put them into a small box and 

tied them up and set them on the shelf by 

the sink. 

‘When we come to start, I went on the 

first team } to see that the things were 

unloaded and set where I wanted them, 

and I took the box with the china cups 

with m», and held them all the way to 

Corinth. Elijsh was coming with the 

second load. We bad a real smart young 

horse at that time, and 1Xlijah was going to 

drive him over. 

‘It seems after Elijah got his load all on 

he stepped into the kitchen and looked 

about, and right on the kitchen shelf he 

saw a box done up as careful as could be. 

Elijah thought it was the china cups, and 

suppose he way dreadful pleasad to find I 

had gone off and forgotten them; and he 

made up his m'ni that he would show that 

be conld be care'ul if he set out. 

‘I know he must have hal a dreadful 

time getting iato the wagon with that box 

in his hands, for that horse never would 

stand tor nobody ; but Elijah fetched it 

someway, and got started. 

‘He said ths horse went 53 fast and the 

wagon shook so that it scared bia, tor he 

was afraid those cups would get all smash- 

ed up. So he held the box in bis lap as 

earefal as he could and being frightened 

then he made the horse walk every st2p of 

the way over twenty miles, and he st on 

the edge of that seat holding that box as 

careful as if it was a sick baby. 

“When he got bere he was as pleased as 

could be, and says be, ‘Now, Filelia,’ says 

he, ‘you can't ever call me careless again. 

You stepped off and left grandma's cups 
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01 the sink shelf, and I've brought ’em 
myself, and walked the horse all the way 
80's not to jir 'em more than I could help.’ 

‘I had unpacked th cups the firs: thing, 
and they were set up in the china cup- 
board; so I just pointed at them, and says 
[. ‘What on earth hav: you brought, 
Elijah?’ He hurried up to undo the 
bundle, and if it wasn’t my two best flt- 
irons! Yes, Elizabeth had gone to work 
and wrapped them up, and poor Elijah had 
been to all that troubl: to bring them over. 

‘Well we had a good laugh at him. but 
he was considerable ril:d about it, and 1 
guess it discouraged Elijah, for he hasn't 
made much of an effort since then, and he 
don't like to have anybody give h'm credit 
for ever trying to be carerul.’ 

HOW THEY STOP ED HE ENGINE. 

Oil onjthe Track Soon Stopped a Runaway 

Euglne, 

A represen‘ative of tha Si. Louis Globe- 
Democrat lately spent some time in draw- 

ing outa prominent railway manager, es- 

pecially about the nicknam :s which in one 

way and another became fasten:d upon 

the different lines. A certiin part of the 

Erie Railway was lonz known as the ‘Davy 

Crockett.” How this came about is thus 

described by the manager aforesaid: 
One dark night, when the coaductor was 

taking thrae passenger-cars through to 

Sunbury, he noticed the headlight of a 

locomotive in his rear. He instantly in- 

formed the engioeer of the fact, and both 

began speculating what it meant. The 
train was running at high speed, but th: 

headlight in the rear was gaining steadily 

on them. 

As there were no lights in the rear of the 

headlight, they concluded it must be an 

empty engine. The road twists in and out 

among the mountains and skirts the banks 

of the Susquehanna Fiver in such a way as 

to prevent any o1e looking back to ob- 

serve what is going on in the rear fora 

considerable distance. 
The conductor orderad the engineer to 

put on more steam, and the éngineer pull- 

ed the throttle wide open. Then followed 
a wild chase. Parsuer and pursued tore 

along at the highest speed, Everybody on 

the car believed that the engineer of the 

purs 113g engine was either.drank or crazy. 

At last a bright idea struck the engineer. 

He recalled the fact that a locomotive can 

make little progress on greasy rails. The 

contents of two large cans of lard oil were 

poured on ths track from the rear of the 

last passenger coach. The idea proved a 

good one. Soon the headlight of the pur- 

suing engine grew dim in the distance. 

When it was safe to do so, the train stop- 

ped and backed up to solve th: mystery. A 

funny sight was revealed. 

One of the finest engines on the road 

called the ‘Davy Crockett,’—they gave the 

]scomotivas names in those days instead of 

numbers,—had broken away trom a hostler 

up at Willivmsport, and started down the 

rack on a voyage of destruction. Th? oil 

poured on the track had bafli:d all the de- 

structive abilities that tha locomotive pos- 

sessed. There stood the ‘Davy Crockett’ puff 

ing, snorting end pawing like a wild Texas 

steer, the driving wheels buzzing around 
on the greased track like a fly-wheel ina 

machine-shop, but hardly moving an inch. 
Not a sign of an engineer was tound, and 

the fireman of the pursuzd train mounted 
the engine and shut her off. They towed 
ber into Sunbury, and there found a de- 

spatch ordering them on to a side track out 

of the way of the runaway ; but the oil had 
saved them. 

INSINCERITY PUNISHED. 

He Didn’t Hear the First Time and it Cost 

him a Fire, 

A Washington correspondent tells of a 

public man who is a little hard of hearing, 

and who somet mes attempts to save him- 

self from annoyance by pretending to be 

more deaf than he is. 

In a public place, one day, this man was 

approached by an office-secker who, he 

had reason to believe, was about to bore 

him with bis tale of woe. The offize-seek- 

er said, in a low voice, which the others 

présent could not bear: 

*What do you say?’ asked the public 

man, in a tone which, he thought, would 

deter the applicant from rep2ating his re- 

quest in the presenca of so many; but the 

man said, in a low voice which drew the 

attention of everybody within hearing 
distance : 

‘Will you lend me ten dollars, please?’ 
The public man was ashamed to refuse. 

‘Why, yes,” he said, and gave the mana 
ten-dollar note. 
As the borrower went away, the lender 

eo after him bitterly and said, with a 
sigh : 
a 'd bave saved five dollars it I'd heard 

bim the first time !’ 

SADLY QUALIFIED. 

Her Want of Tact is Overlooked Because 

of Her Good Work, 

There is a certain dressmaker in a New 

Eogland villiage who always finds cusomers 

in spite of her lack of tact. Such are her 

drawbacks in social grace of speech, that. 

she innocently off :nds one patron after an- 

other, though she does not lose them. Her 

ruffles are too even and ber biases too far 
above reproach. This is a specimen of 
her conversation, the while she ‘fits :° 

‘I guess I'll cut this a little mite lower. 

‘You've got a real pretty neck’ 

Then when the customer unconsciously 

bridles with satisfaction, she adds, ‘It’s 

your one good point.’ 
She goes on snipping and pinning. 

“There ” she exclaims, standing off to 
get an effect, ‘that’s what I call a lovley 

back. Yours is a little bowin’, but I make 

allowance when I cut.’ 
The customer begins to feel herself a 

monstrosity, but her innocent tormentor 

con inues : 
‘Why, I never saw that dimple in your 

wrist! How nice that is! 
Hope revived but only to sink again. 

‘But I guess I wont make the tlzeves any 
shorter tor that, You see your hands are 
pretty good siz3, and a fall of lace would 

belp to cover 'em’ 
So the ordeal continues, and the cus- 

tomer feels that she has reached the low- 
est noteh of humility. Oaly as she is 
leaving does she pluck up courage to ask, 
‘What do you think of rad velvet for my 
new evening dress ?’ 

Lovely !  Oaly I'd get a dark velvet for 
a lady your age 

A Narrow Escape, 

Professor Thinkitout—*‘Oh, my! Great 
Cats !'but I'm having a frightfulul palpita- 
tion of the heart. Ged forgive my sins. 
Ob!" Just l:sten to my heart! 
Mrs. Thinkitout—**Why you've put that 

little alarm clock in your breast pocket. 
You wanted it set toring at this hour so 
you could remember that it is bed time.” 
— Truth. 

No More fun in i. 

Scorcher—I'm not going to ride the 
wheel any more, 
Friend—What’s the matter ? Come 

near breaking your neck 
‘Lots of times ; but that's not it. There's 

no more fun init. Pedestrians have lesrn- 
ed to be quick and it's impossible now to 
knock any of them down.’ 

Tarn Aboat, 

‘Did you enjoy the bear hunt ?’ 
‘I enjoyed one part of it very much.’ 
‘What part was that ?’ 
“The part where we hunted the bear,’ 

Sacriorm, 

‘Did they find any irregularities in his 

accounts ?’ 

‘On the contrary, they were ramarkably 
regular—hz doctored them every day.’ 
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